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undress her and put her to bed Obediently she drank a glass of tea I gave her. I washed her face, and it was only then that I noticed that she had been wounded Her cheek was torn and bruised and in her right hand was a bullet hole.
"The importance of death," she kept mumbling "Do you think death is important, Anen?"
I gave her two sleeping tablets with her tea
"It is so hard, I can't understand it," she complained
"What is it, dear, that you can't understand?"
"Death."
I remembered how she held Sparrow's gun in her hand up there in the monastery*
"Danuta," I said sharply. I was too worn myself to be diplomatic about it "You won't do anything foolish, will you? Nothing rash, I mean. I know it's dreadful what's happened to you. We all feel the same way Well, promise me you won't do anything... You know what I mean "
The girl turned her head and stared at me for a long, long minute
"We need you," I said "We can't possibly afford to lose you/*
With dry eyes she looked at me still longer, unflinchingly
"Don't worry," Danuta spoke out "Do you think I have to kill myself to die?"
I sat there a little longer till the tablets began to take effect and Danuta fell asleep Then I decided to go and look for some planks to make a coffin for Sparrow Through the cellars I went to Browarna Street to ask the Fathers if they could spare a few boards.
In the cellar of the house where Sweeper had his post, I came upon the dozen young knights of the People's Army. They were playing cards in the flickering light of a candle. So, after all, Moscow had not yet ordered its